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VERS LES MERES Toward Mothers 
L e n o i r d u R h o n e est b e a u ; j ' a i m e le 
n o i r d u R h o n e ; sur l a p l a n e t e de ses 
b r u m e s , n u l l e trace d ' h u m a n i t e ; o n y 
g l i sse , o n y derac ine , sous l a p a r o i 
de ses c o u r a n t s ; q u e l berceau a u r a 
p u d o n n e r des reves p l u s apaisants? 
S i je m e b a i g n e dans la n u i t , je m e 
re fermera i s u r l u i ; s i je m e b a i g n e 
d a n s l a n u i t , mes y e u x e n v a h i r o n t 
m o n s c o r p s , toutes les meres seront 
douces . 
A n n i e Sa lager 
T r a n s l a t e d by B e t h B e n t l e y 
a n d N i c o l e B u s s o d 
T h e darkness o f the R h o n e is b e a u t i f u l , 
I love the darkness of the R h o n e ; o n its 
m i s t e d p l a n e t , n o trace of h u m a n i t y . 
I g l i d e there, I a m rootless u n d e r the 
w a l l of its currents . W h a t c radle 
c o u l d g ive m o r e s o o t h i n g dreams? 
If I bathe at n i g h t , I c lose m y s e l f 
u p o n it , i f I bathe at n i g h t , m y eyes 
w i l l take over m y b o d y , a l l the m o t h e r s 
w i l l be gent le . 
A n n i e Sa lager 
T r a n s l a t e d by B e t h B e n t l e y 
a n d N i c o l e B u s s o d 
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